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PREFACE. 


N the following Pages there hath been no 

Attempt to diſplay the Poet, but rather the 
Preacher ; becauſe it is intended more for In- 
ruction than Amuſement. Sure there are none 
vho think it inconſiſtent and ridiculous for a Mi- 
Piſter of CHRIST JESUS to write after 
ch a Manner, I mean in Tales; but if there 
2 any ſuch, let them know, che Author tho'c 
e had ſufficient Warrant, the Apoſtle of our 
cofeſſion having given Sauction ro it by his 
any excellent Parables: Having fo glorious a 
gecedent, I ſhall not make the leaſt further A- 
log gy ; only intreat you in Love and Candour 
receive what is here written, 


re ye Chriſtians? To rejoice that others are cal- 
A do partake of like Faith. Are ye Self-Righ- 
gous? Learn from ERNESTUS the Way 
Salvation. Or is your Character with the 
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World, your Darling? Conſider the Relation 
of MUNDUS. And 9 e. lted 


your Station, lay to Heart the Things thar me, 
for your Peace, ſeek durable Riches and Ho- 
nour, that ye may be Kings and Prieſts With 
JESUS. 
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TALE the Firſt; 


T3 


B AN 


8 O ME happy Souls, who Jesus knew, 
Together met, though but a few: 

Our Saviour he was preſent there, | 
While each did JES v's Love declare. 


The Firſt, in Praiſe of JE s v's Blood, 
Spoke thus his pleaſing Tale aloud : 
E Made conſcious of my Miſery, 
RI Tonging to taſte of Liberty; 
I fought Deliv'rance here, and there, 
But ſtill oppreſs d with Loads of Care - K 
it 


(6) 
Firſt to the Minifter J went, 
Told him what Pains my Heart-ftrings rent, 
But he, a Stranger to my Pain, 
I found his Counſel very vain : 
He told me of the fiery Law, 
Its dread Commands, but thence L draw 
Nothing but Terror and Diſtreſs; 
"Tis not the Spring of Righteouſneſs. 
Thus, fore diſtreſs'd, 1 fooliſh thought 
I could not in the Church be taught, 
And ſome Diſſenting Friends reply'd, 
Have ever you our Doctrine try'd? 
Come to our Place, and you ſhall find 
Full Eaſe for your diſtemper'd Mind : 
The Name of Eaſe enchanted me ; 
For all J ſought was Liberty. 
But when thoſe Miniſters I heard, 
Lifeleſs the Matter they declar'd : 
1 told to ſome of them my Caſe, 
But they adminiſter'd no Eaſe; 
For each would tell ſome diff' rent Way, 
As the ſure Path to endleſs Day, 
And yet would each aſſert aloud, 
No Way but theirs could lead ty Go b. 
Thus, juſt as Babel's Builders were, 
Puzzled, I knew not how to ſteer, 
A Stranger ſtill to ſolid Peace, 
I cry'd, What Comforters are theſe ? 
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aught thus, I to our Saviour cry'd; 
rent, He inſtantly in Love reply'd, 
21} real Peace is only found 


y iſſue from my gaping Wound; 
Then ſhew'd his Hands, his pierced Feet, 

His bloody Side, his bloody Sweat, 

nd ſweetly by the Spirit ſaid, 

heſe Wounds for your Relief were made. 

hat Peace did then my Soul o'erflow, 

hat ſolid Comfort did I know: 

can't the wond'rous Pleaſure tell, 

ſis Happineſs unſpeakable. 


he Second, that had felt the ſame, 

poke thus the Praiſe of JESU's Name: 
I too, a Monument of Grace, 

aye prov'd the Smiles of JE SU 's Face. 
The Beau's fantaſtick Way I trod, 

augh'd at Religion, ſnear'd at GOD; 
Drank in with Pleaſure, Sin and Luft, 

& :ovell'd in Vanity and Dult ; 

ut muſing once, oppreſs'd with Grict, 

I he Saviour, Author of Relief, | 
Jous'd up my Soul with this warm Tho't, 
gow happy thoſe bo CHRIST have gut; 
ho have th' Almighty on their Side, 
A Conqu'ror and a faithful Guide; 

At preſent it increas'd my Woe, 

or thus I reaſon'd, I ſhant Know 


ght 
This 


(8) 
This Happineſs, but J ES U's Grace 
Our ſhallow Thoughts can never trace; 
| | For all his Thoughts are boundleſs Loye, 
| With freeſt Grace his Bowels move; 
[| Tho? hopeleſs, yet I faintly cry'd, 
| Dear Saviour, who for Sinners dy'd, 
Thou canſt, T know thou canſt reftore, 
4 O,; that Thou wouldſt exert Thy Power, 
1 And ſave me from the Gaits of Hell, 
1 And from the Torments I now feel ! 
[| But reaſoning on my Filthineſs, 
(The wretched Depths of my Diſtreſs) 
I fooliſh ſaid, He won't relieve, 
He Won't my ſinful Soul receive. 
I thought to make the Lams my Friend, 
Some Works of mine muſt recommerd. 
I pray'd, and yet I conld not pray ; 
I ſpent in Tears the Night and Day: 
But Prayers and Tears were uſeleſs too, 
No Works of Man will ever dio. 
hut tyred long, to CHRIST I fled; 
175 The Spirit ſhew'd how JESUS bled, 
I His Blood did then ſuch Joy impart, 
Did ſo enamour all my Heart! 
M ould you the Heavenly Rapture know; MW 
7 j To the ſame òaviour you mult go. = 
| 
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9 The Third, his Record thus begun, 
A Thus ſpoke in Praiſe of JESUS Min: 
| Anothc 


in: 
10th. 


| 4 

Another Way He dealt with me, 
et taught me the tame Liberty: 
J, many Years, a Moraliſt, 
no't to be ſav'd, yet knew not CHRIST. 
T hat broken Reed, my Righteouſneſs, 
as all my Stay, my only Streſs - 
But hearing once a plain Diſcourſe, 
\ ttended with the Spirit's Force, 
y Righteouſneſs I ſaw was Droſs, 
nd all my Gain but Dung and Loſs: 
Tis true, the Preacher ſpoke aloud, 
Df JES U's Righteouſneſs and Blood; 
ut comfortleſs I went away, 
And ſpent in Tears the tireſome Day; 
he Night, by far, more dreary ſtill, 
as to my Soul a nether Hell: 
Jext Day the fame; a Month roll'd on, 
nd all my Cry was, Jm undone. 
\nother ſweet Diſcourſe T heard, 
fed awhile, bu then J fear'd, 
nd reaſ'ning ſaid, Tig not for me 
% ſhare ſuch Wwond'rons Liberty. 
Bat the dear Preacher made it plain, 
t was for Sinners CHRIST was flain; 
Al hat whoſoever would might come, 
And in our Saviour's Arms find Room. 
Then did the Spirit ſweetly draw; 
heard no thund'ring from the Law; | 
B Bat 


Conſcious of my enormous Guilt: 


(10) 
But drawn by J ESU's dying Love, Gia; 
Swift did my Soul as Light'ning move; 
Fled to the Boſom of my G OD, | 
There found the Stream of cleanſing Bloody 
Yes, in his Heart the Stream 1 found, | 
And now my many Sins are drown'd. 
This is the Liberty I ſhare, 

And prove it really paſt Compare. 


The Fourth, with heav'nly Ardour moy*d& 
To teſtify the Bliſs he prov'd, 
Spoke thus, I too a Witneſs am, 
Salvation is in CHRIST the Lams. 
This was the painful Way I trod, one 
Before I prov'd the Love of GOD: 
Once in my Sleep (O awful Sight!) 
thought I ſaw the Judgment Night; 
Night, for twas Darkne1s all around, 
Where my poor trembling Soul was tound 
Tho” true at Diſtance, Heav'n's bright Ray 
Shone brighter than the brighteſt Day; 
There, a vaſt Troop, a happy Train, 
In lofty Note, a Song began, 

Which aggravated more my Woe : 

In ſhort, I can't the Terror ſhow, 
\Which on that dreadful Night I felt, 


But when I *woke, I found my Mind 


To 1-r10us Ways at once inclin'd : 


(11) 
aited then GOD's Word to hear, 
got drawn by Love, but forc'd by Fear: 
pe Scheme the Miniſter held forth 
loodWs jointly Ours, and JESU's Worth; 


e Scheme pleas'd well, *till I at length 


& 


$/aken'd, ſaw I had no Strength, 
Merit, but of Death and Hell, 
us my untemper'd Building fell: 
it O! how loving was the Lams, 
101d by his Spirit ſhow'd his Fame; 
Bow'd what Salvation He brought in, 
d ſnatch'd me from the Pow'r of Sin; 
us taught by him, I firmly reſt, 
one upon my Saviour's Breaſt, 
d prove bur Saviour died for me, 
Sis is my happy Liberty. 

6-4 
he Fifth, a Follower of the LAB, 
o dearly loy'd his precious Name, 
dke thus, A Country Lite I led, 
daily Labour got my Bread, 
like my Neighbours, ev'ry Night 
W)oaks and Songs I ſought Delight; 
W cv'ry Night I fought in vain, 
l ev*ry Song increas'd my Pain; 
Wt this Way, and thought to prove 
re Pleaſurc in a neighb'ring Grove: 
if :5 the ſhady Night return'd, 

the dark Grove, I loanſome mourn d, 
I wel B 2 For 
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B/ loving Cords He brought me nigh, 


(12) 

For real Pleaſure was not there, 

It's Gloomineſs increas'd Deſpair ; 

Thus Company, nor Solitude, 

Afforded the deſired Good; 

Thus ſore diſtreſs'd. I thought and ſaid, 
T was for ſure Deſtruction made 

I curs'd my Birth, nay, cursd my GOD, 
And cursd the Earth on which I trod, Ho 
And thus, in Paſſion, ſtrove to vent N cc 
My Malice, and my Diſcontent. I 
O! could one think, that ſuch ſhould prove 
The Riches of our Saviour s Love! 

But ſure I am, I know the Day 

When the dear LAB did ſw ectly lay, 
Tour many Sins IT freely waſbd away. 
Soon as He ſpoke, his quick'ning Word 
Did real Happineis afford ; 

And {till ] ſhare this Liberty, 

Becauſe He ſtill ſpeaks Love to me. 


ro 
Th 


out 


The Laſt, as forward as the reſt, 
Oar Saviour's Mercy thus expreſt: 
Another Way my Soul he led, 


J knew no Terror, Fear, or Dread j 


Jo ſhare of his ſweet Liberty. 
The vileſt Wretch I'm ſure I've been, 
Plang” into ev 'ry kind of Sin; 


(13) 
ut, in the Midſt of my Carear, 
The Spirit brought Salvation near. 


went a Miniſter to mock, 
To laugh at a deſpiſed Flock, 
„ Io periecute ſome harmleſs Souls, 
Thought by the World, Deluded Fools; 

D, But when the Miniſter did prove, 
How free, how great, our Saviour's Love; 
could not, LORD, thy Love withſtand, 
My hardned Heart was quite unmann'd; 
proveYes, when He talk'd of ] ESU's Blood, 
Told how exceeding free it flow'd ; 
he Spirit brought the Stream to me, 
, | \nd gave me per fect Liberty. 

hen all in chearful Song reply'd, 
Praiſe to our Saviour crucify'd. 
Their Notes melodious, reach'd the Throne, 
For loud they ſang of CHRIS T alone. 


ö 


* 


'd 


REFLECTION. 


$ Our Saviour's Paths are in the Deep: 
arious the Ways he leads his Sheep; 
Let all his Sheep have this impreſs d, 

© -ep.rooted this in each one's Breaſt, 
Vat GOD i Love, that GOD is Good, 
a Hd brought Salvation by His Blood, 


T A- 


( 14 ) 


TALE the Second. 


THE 
. 
0 F 172 
| ; Wh 
SELF-RIGHTEOUS NEss, I*' 
E 


> TUs, a Man of much Renown, 
The ſtricteſt Liver of the Town, 
Known for his Alms in ev'ry Street, 

In helping all the Poor he met ; 

At Church well K own, cauſe ev'ry Day, 
Loudeſt of all the Folks he'd pray: 

In ſhort, fo ſtrict, ſo jult, fo good, 

His Parſon ſpoke him in the Road, 

The certain Road to endleſs Blits, 

To Regions of true Happineſs. 


But One who better knew the Way, 
(For Parſons like the reſt will ſtray) n 
8 Told 


(15) 
Told Reftus, tho' be liv'd ſo wel), 
He ſtood in Danger ſtill of Hell; 
For Alms to Men will not ſuffice, 
Nor all our lofty formal Cries; 
Nor Par ſon's Fayour ſtand in Stead, 
When CHRIST our awful Doom ſhall read. 


* Refas, amaz'd to hear ſuch Talk, 

To hear a Man condemn his Walk; 
With angry Voice, and Frown reply'd, 

21 want not you to be my Guide; 

3 hen once I don't my Duty know, 

Io beiter Teachers I can 20. 


8. 


Erneſtus mildly Anſwer made, 

And in a gentle Accent ſaid, 

Twas Love that made me firſt to ſpeak, 
That made me now my Silence break; 
And tho' you now my Words deſpiſe, 
And Paleneſs ſhows your Paſſions riſe, 
You'll prove the Truth of what I fay ; 
For could we Heav'n attain your Way, 
hen JESUS CHRIST hath vainly died, 
Without a Cauſe was crucify'd. 


LY » 


Rectus, in Haſte, ſaid ſtop I pray, 
He dy'd my former Debts to pay, 

; To ſatisfy for Adam's Sin, 

And thus baptiz'd, m made quite clan; 


Told 


1 


(16) 
And if I keep this Purity, 
And ſtrictly ſhall obedient be, 
Then when the Judge ſupreme deſcends, 
And all the World in Burning ends, 
And Dooms-Day's open Leaves, ſhall how! 
The Works of Men while here below, 

J thus obcdient ſhall ariſe, 

And ſhare the Joys of Paradile. 


for 
 Erneſſus ſhook his Head, and cry'd, ects 
Is this the Doctrine of your Guide: 55 
Is there ſo little Merit then f 
In JES U's Wounds, his Death, and Pain lit 
So little of intrinſick Good, lis 
In our Immannel's precious Blood? | TY 
Such a Relict as this you tell 3 
Would never fave one Soul from Hell. me 
No Heart could Satisſaction find, * 
Was not our Saviour far more kind; 3 
But all who taſte our Saviour's Love, * 
Not only a Deliv'rance prove wy 
From the Deſert of former Sins, er 
But while his Blood does inly cleanſe, 11 
It ſpeaks our ev'ry Sin forgiven, ih 
And ſhows us we have Right to Heav'n. Me c. 
ade 


Reftus no more his Friend would hear, WP 
Erneſtus's Talk he could not bear, 3 
Thoug 5 


nds, 


a 


3 


hear, 


houg 


J But long before the Month was gone, 


(17) 
hought it enthuſiaſtic Stuff, 
Ind told him plain, He'd faid enough ; 
better Way to Heay'n he knew, 
aon bis Guide with her he'd go, 


d thus at once, he from bis Friend with- 
drew. 


fore the Moon her Courſe had run, 
ectus was with a Fever ſtruck; 

ain all the Medicines he took, 

Vith mortal Heat it inly tog d, 

s Fervour could not be aſſwag'd: 
little while he vainly try'd 


lis Alms, and Miniſters beſide, 


nd wonder'd that he could not find 
eace, and Serenity of Mind 

>me huudred Pounds this Way disburs'd, 
\nd Refus bad as at the firſt ; 

roy'd now, his Righteouſneſs as Droſs, 
nd all his former Deeds but Los; 

nd that his Rev rend Parſons too, 
Lothing for his Relief could do: 

t laſt, with Milery oppreſt, 

ith inward Sorrows fore diſtreſs'd, 

Je call'd his former Friend to mind, 


ade One in Haſte Erneſtas find, 


And bring him inſtantly away. 
Wes came without Delay, 


Praying 


G 


(15) 
Praying to G OD, that he might prove R 
The Inſtrument, to teach his Love ; l 
Ent ring the Chamber, loud he cry'd, 
Here let thy Peace, O GOD! abide. 7 


Refus, alaim'd, cry'd, O my Friend! oe 
Where will my racking Mis'ries end? . N 
Ah! now I prove your Doctrine true, 3 
My Righteouſneſs will never do; 5 
But where Erneſtus, ſhall 1 fly ? alt 
The LORD will not regard my Cry; 

You told me He was kind indeed; Ey 
Tve heard He did for Sinners bleed, Ty 
But, O! my Crimes all Crimes exceed! * | 

Erneſins, mov'd to ſec his Tears, 4 K 
Lifted his Heart in ſervent Pray'rs; : 7 
And while his Spirit inly pray'd, | 
His Lips this mild Inſtruction ſaid, Ro 
Refias, your Crimes, however great, * 


However bad you find your State, 
Yet all your Fears are.groundlels quite, 
Look up, and ChRIS᷑ ſhall give you Ligh 
For whoto fees, his bleeding Heart, 
Partakes the Life thoſe Drops impait, 
That fell ſo plenteous from his Side, 
To heal poor Souls, to joy his Bride : 
Yes, all vho know theſe Drops indeed, 
Do tee!, for them the Savionr bled. 

Refi 


(19) 
"Ve | Refus then cry'd, O deareſt Friend! 
little Time, I pray you ſpend 
Y Pray'r for me, and ſoftly ſigh'd, 
. © that I hem CHRIST crucify'd! 
Le that my Sins were laid on him, 
nd felt him mighty to redeem! 
t, O! Erneſtus, I have trod 
"> nder my Feet this holy Blood 
ave ſcorn'd the Sawvzour's proffer d Grace, 
xalting of my Righteouſneſs. 


Erneſtus ſaid, but till 'tis free, 

ill is there boundleſs Room for thee; 
he Friend of Sinners bids me ſay, 

e freely took thy Sins away : 
orgives thee all, will be thy Friend, 
nd neyer will his Friendſhip end. 


| Rectus then cry'd, my Friend? my GoD? 
b boundleſs Grace! I feel his Blood, 
cools my Pain, it makes me well; 


= more I fear the Flames of Hell. 
—S"Whit hath my Saviour done for me? 
a ſtantly mov'd my Miſery ; 

7 


ver'd me with his Righteouſneſs, 
d fill'd my Soul with Happineſs. : 
won, my Erneſtus, I ſhall die, 0 


d happy up to ion fly, 
R 7 r,. O! m great Redemption's nighi. 
C 2 Hrneſtus 


1 — —— —— — os 


(2⁰ 
Erneſtus ſaid, T thought the LAB Gi 
Would viſit you with his Love-Flame ; A. 


J thought He'd give your Soul to go W 
Rejoicing from this World below. Sh 
Rectus reply'd, my faithleſs Heart 
Did never think, to ſhare a Part T. 
In ſuch Delights as I now find, E. 
I did not think the LAM B ſo kind. M 
How does his Favour ſtill increaſe! Tt 
How ſwells the Tide of new-found Peace II 
* Parſons, I pray you learn from me, JE 
Where to direct poor Souls to flec ; JE 


No longer tell them, Work ye thus, 

Bur preach, the Soul-reyiving Croſs. 

Could a poor Man, more ſtrict obey 

The Rules, you, taught me Day by Day 
Did not I pray, from Morn to Night, | 
And waſte in Pray'r, the Lamp's dim Ligh 
Have not I wearied Scores of you, 

In reading Pray'r-Books thro”, and thro”? 
But ſtill I figh'd, and vainly ſigh'd, 


And might have melancholly dy'd; 


Bnt looking to the pierced LAM B, 
Sce with what Joy my Spirits flame: 
No ſtrange Enthuſiaſtic Fire, 
No groundleſs Hope, nor vain Deſire. 


e 


* Sugpoſed preſent, 


1e 3 


Jeace 


(21) 
Go, preach this great Sal vation then, 

And tell, the vileſt Sons of Men, 

Whoever comes to CHRIST, our GOD, 
Shall find Salvation in his Blood, 


My Strength's quite gone, I bid adieu 
To all my Friends, but as for you, 
Erneſtus, we ſhall meet again, 

Meet to exalt in lofty Strain, 

That Name of JESUS, ſweeteſt Name! 
I'll ſpeak while dying J ESU's Fame: 
JESU, my falt'ring Speech is gone, 
JESUS, he ſaid, and dy'd without a Groan, 


(22) 


[| TALE the Third. 
Wl! THE 

I | | An 

| ParenTS INSTRUCTOR. |/7: 
| | Am 
1 M pus, a worldly Gentleman, ding 
1 Who forty Years one Courſe had run, 

[| Outwardly Good, but Dead within, 4 
Refin'd from what the World calls Sin, - ; 
Had a gay Youth, an only Son, 75 
ll On whom his Heart was fix'd upon; Fir 
„ So fix'd, he would not croſs the Boy, He [ 
Il Would not reſtrain his ſinful Joy: * 
MMM eeting no Check, the Youth grew bold, Ie 
5 In Wickedneſſes manifold: The 
But GOD, whote Ways are wond'rous deep, 
ll | Who's well acquainted with his Sheep, | T 
ll | By Pow'r divine, the Boy converts, | * 


37 | Proving the Word, the Pow?r of GOD, 2 
TLatiting the Sweets of J ESU 's Blood, A 
{18 He's fix'd to wait beneath the Sound, 


il | Who from his former Lewdnel; ſtarts ; 
| Wwe To fwait | 
| Morning and Ey'aing to be found 


With 


(23) 

With a few Souls that daily met 

To feaſt themſelves at JES U's Feet: 

A poor deſpiſed Company! 

Hardly amongſt them could one ſee 

A Man of Worth, or genteel Dreſs; 

(The Poor receive CnRIiSsT's Righteouſneſs.) 


They, Methodiſts, in Scorn were nam'd, 


And for their ſtrict Religion blam'd. 

Soon was it widely blaz*d around, 

How this gay Youth was conſtant found 
Among this People cv'ry Day, 

Singing their Hymns, walking their Way. 


Mundus diſturb'd, to think his Son, 
In ſuch reproachfal Ways ſhonld run, 
Reſolv'd no Means ſhould wanting be 
To bring him from ſuch Company. 
Firſt he deſtgn'd ſoft Means to take, 
Hop'd that Advice would make him brake 
From ſuch deteſted Ways as theſe; 
Theſe flat'ring Hopes gave Mundus Eaſe. 


Thus as one Morn. his Son came Home 
From the accuſtom'd preaching Room, 
he Father mildly ſaid, my Son, 
V here do you ey'ry Morning run? 
Twas but about a Week ago 
e could not make you riſe, you know, 


Till 


(24) 
Till. Nine or Ten; *tis very ftrange 
To ſee ſo odd, fo quick a Change: 
Now, long before 'tis Light, you riſe; 
Tell me the. Cauſe; end my Surptiſe. 


Let not my Father angry be, 
(Indeed there is a Change in me) 
II tell the Cauſe J riſe fo ſoon, 
And where it is I daily run: 

By Chance, one Night, I faw a Croud, 
Modeſt in Look, all in one Road ; 

Yea, ſo uncommon was their Look, 
With ſuch Surprizc my Heart it ſtruck, 
I inftant thought, // follow them; 
Tho' ſoon my Heart was full of Shame, 
For as we paſs'd, I heard Men cry, 
There! ſee the Whitfieldlites go by. M 
But ſoon we came unto the * Place, Didſt 
Which I have prov'd a Houſe of Grace; ndee 
TI fat me down among the Reft, Tis 1 
Tho? great Confuſion rack'd my Breaſt ; | at 
I thought all Eyes were fix d on me, her 
As one unworthy there to be. Put h 
Soon I beheld the Miniſter, 

Who did ſo Heav'nly appcar, 

] ſurely thought, ſome Angers here: 
Indeed no Rev'rend Gown he had, 
Neither were gicy Hairs on his Head, 


— — - — — — — — — 


* he Tabanacle. 
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| ( 25) 

But quite a Boy, about my Age, 

But O! his Werds did ſo engage, 

He fo divinely pray'd, and preach'd, 

Methought my very Heart it reach'd, 

could have heard him all the Night, 

He did ſo lovingly invite 

he worſt of Sinners to draw near, 

hat really (thoꝰ with trembling Fear) 

was conftrain'd aloud to cry, 

LORD! I come; O, don't deny 

{ Wretch, deſerving by thy Wrath to die 
ave Patience Father, hear the whole, 
mmediate Comfort fill'd my Soul; 

The LORD Fe did my Soul receive, 

\nd inſtant taught me to believe. 


Mundus reply'd, talk thus no more, 
Didſt thou not believe, my Son, before? 
ndeed thou waſt a little gay, 
Tis uſual thus for Youth to be; 
That would have gone with riper Years, 
hen enter'd into worldly Cares: 
But hark, my Son, I'd ſerious ſpeak, 
hat is the Courſe you think to take? 
hy really if you do not leave [grieve; 
our New - found Ways, my Heart you'll 
\nd that's not all, your Character, 
low will you in the World appear: S 
D You'll 


ny 
* 
7 


You'll really 


(26) 
be the Scorn of Men; 
Conſider Son, don't give me Pain, 
But like your Family be wiſe, 
And all theſe Upſtart Boys deſpiſe. 


The Son reply'd, I would not 
A Father, by whoſe Care I live; 


grieve 


I wou!d not wound your aged Heart, Na) 
Nor yet from CHRIST my Sayiour Hart. II ha 
If it be wiſe from thoſe to flec, The 
Whole Words were bleſs'd, to let me ſree, 0 7 


LORD grant, I never v iſe may be. 
As for the bale Contempt of Men, T 


It will not give me any Pain; Tho 
Already I have taſted this, As 1 
And find it brings me real Bliſs: Ang 
For thus I think, the World don't know To | 
Thotc that do aſter JESUS go; Wh: 
it knew not him, it knoWs not us, In ſe 
Who are the Bearcrs of his Croſs. Still 
Bold 

Mundus reply'd, you're chang d indeed, Ang 
But really Son, you are miſled; Tis 
Why ſure, my Child, you don't forget, The! 
The Words you quote, were only writ And 


To ſuit the Church in former Days; Unle 


We muſt not wreſt GOD's Word of Grace: Wh; 


x kits And 


art 


ree, ( 


OW 


( 27) 
| know it is the Way, my Son, 
Of thoſe with whom you raſhly run, c 
To take the Scripture for their own : 

Yea, ſo preſumptuous are theſe Men, 

So daring in the worſt of Sin, 

Th' Apoſtles Words, they dare aſſert, 

The very Language of their Heart ; 

Nay, they are ſo blaſphemouſly bold, 


I have been creditably told, 


They ſay G O D's Spirit reſts on them, 


* Is in their Hearts a vital Flame. 


The Son reply'd, indeed *tis true, 
Thoſe that I follow Scripture view 
As ſpoke for their Encouragement”; 
And thoſe I hear are ſutely ſent, 

To let poor trembling Sinners know, 

What JESUS did for his Church do 

In former Days, 15 STILL THE SAME; 
Still may poor Sinners, in his Name, 

Boldly lay hold of Toy and Peace, 

And all the Churches Liberties : 

'Tis true too, they aloud declarc 

They do the Holy Spirit ſhare ; 

And what does Holy Scripture ſay? 

Unleſs the Spirit's found in thee, 


Loe er thou art, thou art none of His, 


And knoweſt not the Savinur's Blils, 
D 2 The 


| 
| 
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(28) 
The Father ſaid, don't preach to me, 
Hear my Advice, and let me ſee, 
You neyer more ſuch Courſes take; 
If not for mine, yet for your Sake, 


Put on the Man, be brisk and gay, It , 


And mind to tread your Father's Way: An 
This ſaid, he left his Son, who burn'd, Sup 
Soon as the wanted Hour return'd, Ane 
To hear the ſaving Word of Grace, Yor 
To wait in the delightſome Place To 
Where JES Us did his Children meet, 
And feed them with the hidden Sweet: 
He haſty to the Place repair d, 

And 'midſt the reſt the Bleſſing ſhar'd, 
Taſted the dying Grace of G OD, 
Drank of the Saviour's precious Blood, 


But while He from his Home was gone, 
Mundus had mils'd his only Son; 
He fretted, and he inly griev'd, 
To ſee himſelf ſo much deceiv'd ; 
For {ure he thought Advice ſo mild, 
At once would ſway his darling Child. 
While He was grieving thus alone, . 
Inſtant return'd his happy Son: 
The Father yet his Wrath reſtrain'd, 
For yet one Stratagem remain'd; 
By Riches to allure the Boy, 
To win him with this Devil's Toy; 


H 


\ 


(29) 
He call'd his Son, ſecm'd wond'rous kind, 
(Thought now He ſure Succeſs ſhould find) 
And faid, in loving Voice, my Dear, 
I pray you now Inſtruction hear; 
If you'll forſake the preaching Place, 
And ſpend as other Youths your Days; 
Support your Character and mine, 
Ard like a Man of Fortune ſhioe, 
You ſhall not want for any Thing 
To make you happy as a King. 


And as for Happineis, you paint 
In Shades exceeding dull and faint, 
here is the King true Bliſs enjoys? 


The Son reply'd, IJ do not want, 0 


heir Crowns and Robes, are cathly Toys ; 


as it, my Father, in your Pow r, 
To make me King of India's Shore, 
would not for that Gift ſorſake 
The happy Courſes that I take; 
would not leave the Goſpel Sound 
or all the Wealth that in the World is 
[ found 
Mundis reply'd, you're mad my Son, 
ind J. your Father, am undone: 
ho foall my Heaps of Gold enjoy ? 
dare not leave it this mad Boy; 
1 a few Months He'd ſpent it all 


Mn thote he does his Preachers call; 
Thous- 


| 
| 
| 
| 


(30) 
Thouſands would ſoon to Georgia fly, He 


The unknown Orphans to ſupply; Tt 
And thouſands feaſt his Priefts at Home, Re 
And thouſands more to build a Room, To 
In ev'ry County thro? the Place, Hi 
Till nothing elſe but preaching was, [Seas Or 
From our North Point, unto the Southern || WI 
They now retir'd, becauſe 'twas late; (Ar 
Mundus indeed ſome Time did wait, Th 
Lock'd all the Doors, ſecur'd the Keys, Wh 
To break his Son of theſe ſtrange Ways. hs 
ve 
Soon as 'twas Five the Youth aroſe, But 
And haſtily ſlip'd on his Cloaths, us 
Praying the Morning-Word might prove, Obi 
A further Taſte of JESU 's Love; And 
Bur when He ſound the Doors were lock'd, Iaſt 
At firſt He was a little ſhock'd ; You 
But Locks and Bolts cannot reſtrain He 
A thirtty Soul; Hell ſtrives in vain 
Jo keep a dinner from the Mord, 1 
Il here He cau meet his Life, bis LORD Unte 
Ile haity to the Window went, For 
And found it anſwer his Intent, _ 
S C 


So reach'd in Time the preaching Place, 
And ſound the Word, a Word of Grace. And 
Is } 

The Father, who Cid corly 1ife, He 
Call'd for his Son; but in Surpriſe, 


' 
* 


ck d, 


)RD 


ce, 
Aye. 


1 

He heard his Son was gone from Home: 
The Father rag'd, from Room to Room, 
Reſolv'd, He now would have Recourſe 
To other Means, would break by Force 
His ſtubborn Child f:om his ſtrange Road, 
Or turn him out from his Abode : 

While in his Heat, his Son return'd, 
(Another Fire in his Breaſt burn'd, 

The gentle Fire of JES U's Love, 

Which h. appy ranſom'd Sinners prove) 

The Father furiouſly begun; 

I've ud all gentle Means, my Son; 

But ſince theſe gentle Means won't do, 

Tu take another Courſe with you : 
Obſerve, this is my ſtrict Command, p4 
And muſt inviolably ſtand, 
Inſtantly lcave your Rebel Crew, 1 


Your Preachers, and their Sermons too; 

He ſaid no more, but in a Rage withdrew. 
The Son had inſtantly Reſort, 

Unto our 94Vzour s open Court; 

For in himſelf he puzzled was, 

Found that the preaching of the Crofs 

He could not leave, could not ſotſake; 

And yet He thought i it Sin, to break 
is Father's abſolute Command; 

He did not long conſid'ting ſtand, 

Beſore 


(632) 

Peſore He thought, thus runs the Word, So 
Children, obey them in the LORD. He 
This gave him Boldreſo, ſure thought He 
It can't our Saviour's Pu port be 2 
That we ſhould from his Goſpel 4 Fil 
The inward Mations that I feel, 

The fervent Flame, the burning Leal, Ho 
GOD's Word approves ; then jure 'tis right — 


O, may I fellow this pure Light / Ol 
Father forjake, the World deſpiſe, rs 
ne 


Seeking the Joys alwoe the Skies. 

Thus when the Time of preaching came, 
Warm'd with CHRIST's Love, that hcav'n 1 
He boldly ventur'd forth again, [ly Flame The 
To hear of CHRIST tor Sinners ſlain; 


Such Mercy there again He prov'd, Wh 
His former Fears were ali remoy d. 
1 
But ſoon as Mundus ſaw his Son, Chil 
His former Tenderneſs was gone; But 
Rather than lole his Character, The 
And thus become the Scoff, and Sneer Im 
Of all the Town, and Country far and near, | - nc 
Ou 


He now reſolv'd, with Paſſion fir'd, 

The Son He had ſo much admir'd, 

He would not as a Son regard, 

But give him now the juſt Reward, 

Of many difubedient Faulis; 

Theſe were his f., his ſettled Thoughts 


(33) 
d. Iso in a monſtrous Rage He ſaid, 
Ino light are my Commandments made. 


oy The Son, who long had bore the Load, 
Filed with a fervent Zeal from GOD, 
Spoke thus; 

How baſe are your Commandments too? 

Think what it was you bid me do, 

You calld the Church of CHRIS a Crew £ 


Bade me fortake my Saviour s Word, 
And flight the Teachings of my LORD. 


igt 


ne, 


cav'n , Mundus reply d, whate'er I ſaid, 
amel Tho you eſteem it vile and bad, 
in: | Tis my Command, you mult obey; 
* I'What does the Fifth Commandment ſay ? 


The Sn reply'd, thus ſpeaks the Wor, 
Children obey them in the LOD. 
But does a Parent bid me go 
The Path that tends to endleſs Woe ? 
41'm call'd to diſobey Him then; 
Is not this Caſe exceeding plain? 
*JYou think it harſh to talk of Hell, 
But is it not quite ſuitable ? Fo 
Am I not running ] ESU's Ways, 
And ſetting forth my S$av/our's Prailc ? 
But your Advice is, Pleaſure take ; 
Pleaſure and Father I'll ſorſake, 
E Rather 


N 
near 


U ents 


. dit. a 4 


(34) 
Rather than leave my CHRIST, my GOD; 
This Croſs I'll bear, till Life and Blood, IT. 


And ev'ry Faculty be ſpent : Th 
For O! with CHRIST is true Content. An 
A. 

Mundus, with angry Rage, reply'd, Fa! 
Your furious Zeal, ſhall ſoon be try'd : A 
I warrant You, I'll c ol its Heat; Fo! 
You could my Firſt Command ſorget; Th 
Sec if my Second icts ſo ligtit, Th 


*Tis this, Out of my Houſe this Night; My 
Nor let me ſee you onc- again, 
Till you have left, theſe nad braimd Men I ij} 


Till you ſhail ſcriouſſy reflect No 
And weighty feel the bad Effect, Ti! 
Of ſlighting of my ſtrict Command; Ani 


For ſu e the ArMicaty's vengeful Hand, 
Will fall with Weight, which none can bear} J 


On th ſe who diſobedient are. | Th 
Der 

The Touth, with mild undaunted Voice | In ' 
(Supported by our Saviour's Joys) Noi 


Said, you may preach a vengetul G O D, | Fro 
But [ am taught, thro' ] E 5 U's Blood, // 
He's fully pleas'd, quite reconcu d, 
An I am made his fav'rite Child: 
An. if that GOD my Father is, 
There's none can rob me of my Bliſs; 


E. 


(35) 
'Tis but invain you ſtrive to cool, 
The Flame He kindles in my Soul: 
And fure his Love's enough for nie, 
A Portion to Eternity, 
Father, quite willingly I go, 
A thouſand Times as much Id do, 
For JESUS, for whoſc Name I bear 
The preſent Croſs : But O! I fear, 
The awful Judgments that you tell, 
My Father's helpicſs Soul ſhould feel. 


Mundus cry d out in Wrath, begone, 
No more I'll own you as my Son, 


Till quite another Courſe you take, 
And from your blind Deluſions break. 


The Sn, who found it vain to ſtay, | 
Thought inſtantly, III CHRIST obey, (| 
Deny my Father, follow G O D, ll 
In Tribulations beaten Road, ji 
Not that each Child is call'd to flee 
From Home, and leave his Family, | 
When call'd by Grace, to ſhare CHRIST's Þj® 
This would Enthuſiaſm prove. Love; | 
But {tri obierve theſe Characters, 
Mundus ſo acts, it plain appears, 
The 80x muſt leave his own Abode; 
Or otherwiſe muſt l-ave his G O D. 

_ 


The 


1 


The Call ſo ſtrong: The Sox obcy'd, | we 
And farewel to bis Father ſaid: Bu: 
While wrathſul Mundus ſhut the Door, He 
Reſoly'd, to open it no more Did 
Unto his Son; till He ſhould ſee 'Ty 
His Son another Man ſhould be. Th, 

Hath G O D declar'd to be with them, . 
Who put their Truſt in his great Name? Ina 
Behold, the Faithfulneſs of GOD! Wo 
A Chriſtian, juſt a-croſs the Road, Tn 4 
Who over-heard this laſt Diſpute ; To 
And ſaw the Father turn, him out, Oft 
Call'd, as a Chriſtian to the Son; . 
Told him, my Dwelling is your own ; Com 
For what are we but Stewards here? To 0 
My Brother, without any Fear, 3s} 


Freely partake of what's call'd mine, 

As freely ſhall it all be thine. 

Bow'd, with this Proof of J ES U's Love 
His Heart with Gratitude did moye : 
JESUS He prais'd, and thank'd the Man 
And prais'd his Sayiour loud again. 


His Father's Fury reach'd him here, 
He leit this Place (not fll'd with Fear) 
With bold Dependance on his GOD, 
That He, who calld him thus abroad, 


Wou 


em, 


n 


(37) 
Would not ſorſake when Want was nigh; 
But would in all his Wants ſupply : 
He found it fo, another Fiend, 
Did a kind Invitation lend ; 
'Twas here He ſpent in Happineſs ; 
The ſhort Remainder of his Days; 
And here in Happineſs He dyd; 
A Bleſling, to each Soul beſides, 


' 'FInall the Houſe; ſo that his Friend, 
Would oft” the Saviour's Grace commend, 


In ſending of this happy Youth, 

To teach their Souls the ſaving Truth. 
Oft' would He think upon the Day, 
He firſt came there; and thankful tay, 
Come, join my ranſom'd Family, 

To celebrate this Day with me - 

Be it remember'd to Eternity. 


TALE 


— — —— 2 _—— _ — oo —_ 


— 
———————— —ᷣ—-—ᷣ—¼ꝝ _ 


( 38 ) W 


| Re 
| TALE the Fourth. 
| W 
| A My 
An 
\ __ / 
Suppoſed Conference 
BETWEEN > 
as 


A King and a CHriſtian. 


The 

SECOND E.DITION xk 

| . hen 
— — — {our 


XING. 


AN any one more happy be 
Than I, array'd with Majeſty ? 
Has any one more Cauſe to ſing 


Than I, an arbitrary King? 


e 
Yes, I am happier far than 57 ou, 
And richer, greater, nobiei too; 


V 


(39) 
With coftlier Robes by far array'd, 
Robes from more diſtant Countries had. 


XING. 
What! Do you dare the Diſtance boaſt? 
My Robe was had from Perſia's Coaſt; 
And thence to Jyre, to take that Dye, 
With which no Purple e'er could vie. 


© 
CHRISTHAN. 
But mine by far more diſtant ſtill, 
Was fetch'd from Ziou's holy Hill; 
\nd in a nobler Colour dy'd 
he Crimſon Stream from ] E S U's Side. 


KING, 
he Purchaſe of my Robe's ſo great, 


t coſt a little King's Eſtate ; 


hen who's moſt rich, then who's moſt fine, 


our ſar-fetch'd Robe, or this of mine? 


CHRISTIAN. 
put mine, no King's Eſtate cou'd buy, 
one but our G O D who reigns on High, 
> lis Blood alone the Price could pay; 
5 hat GO D whom Monarchs mult obey. 


K I N G. 
our Robe, perhaps, will quickly waſte, 
ut mine for many Years will laſt, 
| Unleſs 
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(4) 
Unleſs by Chance, the Fire or Moth 
Conſume, or rot the precious Cloth. 


CHRISTIAN. 
No, mine can never waſte or rot, 
Nor ever wrinkle, ever ſpot; 
But always freſh, and clean and pure, 
*T will cyerlaſtingly endure. 
= 
K ING. 
To whatſoever Place I go, 
By theſe my Robes, all Mortals know 
That I'm a King, and ready wait 
To do me Service at my Feet. 


CHRISTIAN. 


And by my righteous Robe I'm known, 


To Him who fits on Ziou's Throne; 
And all the Angels ready wait 
To do me Service at my Feet. 


K I N G. 


What! Do you think your Robe to ſave, 


Wear, and poſſeſs beyond the Grave? 
1 kriow that I my Robes mult leave, 
And all my Pods p to Death muſt give. 


CHRISTIAN. 
Yes, throughodt all Eternity 


This rightcous 1 obe my own ſhall be; 


(41) 
'Tis Death that makes it perfe& ſhine, 
And renders it completely mine. 


K 1 NG. 


strange Robe indeed! How got it you? 


To merit it what did you do? 


CHRISTIAN 
Nothing at all, 'tis freely giv'n 


By JESUS CHRIST, the King of Heay'n. 


K I N G. 


| Was this my Robe my all; to take 


Your Dreſs, I wou'd my own forſake ; 
But I am rich, haye Pearls and Gold, 
As much as my large Cheſts can hold. 


richer ſtill, for I poſſeſs 
is Treaſure, who all Riches has; 


he Pearl of greateſt Price is mine, 


JESUS, that Jewel all divine. 
K I N G. 


our Riches may my Wealth excel, 
but I in Joy and Pleaſure dwell, 
banquet on choiceſt daintieſt Fare, 

nd diink the richeſt Wines that are. 


F CHRTIsS- 


CHRISTIAN. 


( 42 ) 
CHRISTIAN. 


J greater Pleaſures know than you, An 
Banquet on greater Dainties too; Lou 
For CHRIST's own Body is my Food, Pur 
My Wine is his moſt precious Blood. And 
K I N G. 

But what are theſe, without a Pow'r ? No, 

Rebels may rob you in an Hour, And 

Ard leave you deſtitute and mean, Your 

And change your Robe into a Chain. Still 


CHRISTIAN. 
With all your boaſted Pow'r, I know Shall 
With earthly Kings it may be ſo; And. 


But Power aimighty acts for me, ind | 
 Subquing ey'ry Enemy. 1 Th 
; 
| XING. 
And are theſe Robes, this Wealth and Pow'r, Were 
Plcaſures and Peace for evermore, ſen t! 
5 All freely givin! Where may Igo zut va 
= Your Joy and Happineſs to know? Lis gi) 
'F CHRISTIAN. 
„ { O yon muſt leave your fancy'd Throne, low 1] 
= And your imaginary Crown; r how 
ein the Duſt with David bow, Thich 
avid, a temp'ral King, as you. o plea 


K ING. 


(43) 


KING. 
And will Humility and Pray 'rs, 
Loud crying, and repeated Tears 


Purchaſe your Robe, your Joy and Peace, 


And merit endleſs Happineſs ? 


CHRISTIAN 
No, cou'd you pray, for eyer pray, 
And ſpend in Tears the Night and Day, 
Tour Pray'rs and Tears would all be vain, 
Still wretched would your Soul remain. 


K I N G. 

Shall J then ſacred Temples build, 
ind Altars raiſe in ev'ry Field, 
Ind by my Sacrifices buy 

\ Throne to all Etcrnity ? 


CHRISTIAN. 
ere you to offer thouſand Bulls, 
Ten thouſand Rivers of rich Oils, 
zut vain the Sacrifice would prove; 
[is given freely, all of Love! 


K ING. 
low ſhall I come, or how draw nigh, 
Jr how to your great GOD apply? 
hich Way muſt I the Gift receive? 
o pleaſe the Giver, which Way live? 
N G. F 2 CHR I& 


L 
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644) 
CHRISTIAN: 


Reaſon no more, but come away, 

And at CHRIST's Feet, like Potter's Clay, 
Submiſſive wait his ſov'reign Will; 

He ſhall the empty Veſſel fill. 


K I N G. 
Then deareſt JESUS, hear my Pray r, 
My wretched Vileneſs made me fear, 
That I to Hell ſhould tumble down, 


And there my juſt Deſert have known. = tl 
or 
Ah there my Soul long ſince had deen, Tha 
Had God dealt thus with ſinful Men! 
But all his Ways are Grace and Love: 
Come, and his tender Kindneſs prove! I fee 
AL 
K I N G. Blac 
O draw me, JES Us, and I come Deſe 
Nor longer 12norantly roam, 
If Thou bright Morning Star wilt ſhine, | But! 
And lead me in the Path divine That 
How 
My Gllen Riches I'll forſake, The 


And with thy Crown my Crots I'll take, 
It Thou, O Lord, wilt be my Guide, 
And all my former Follies hide. Noth 


de. 


(45) 


No more in Sceptres or in Thrones, 
In regal Robes, or ſparkling Crowns, 
My great immortal Soul ſhall tr1/t, 
But ſpurn ſuch flatt'ring gilded Duſt. 
My JESUS ſhall my Riches be; 
JES Us a ſpotleſs Robe for me; 
JESUS my Pleaſure, Pow'r and Peace; 
TESUS my endleſs Happineſs! 


CHRISTIAN. 
Is this your Song? Then let me join ; 
For this ſame JES US He is mine; 
And in Him greater Joys I feel, 
Than Tongue can tell, or Heart reveal! 


IN 
I feel them too! 4h Lord why me! 
A Lump of Sin and Miſery, 
Black as the blackeſt Fiend in Hell, 
Deſerving no where elſe to dwell. 


But ſuch is J ES U's boundleſs Love, 
That Rebel I his Kindnets prove ; 

How ſhall [ ſing, or how proclaim 

The Merits of my S AVIOUR's Name! 


CHRISTIAN. 
Nothing the Lord requires of you, 


NJ But what He'll give you Pow'r to do, 
Juſtice 


(46). 


uſtice to act, Love to eſteem, 
And always humbly walk with him. 


| K I N &, 
Then, O my Soul, for ever bleſs 
CHRIST, thy eternal Rightcouſheſs ; 
And let bis Praiſes be thy Song, 
His Praiſe th' Employment of thy Tongue. 


CHRISTIAN. 
Now thankful let us join to ſing 
The Praiſes of our Loving KING, 
Who bought us from the Sons of Men, 
With Him eternally to rcign | 


BUT H. 
Al] Praiſe We give, and Honour too, 
To whom all Praiſe and Honour's due, 
And ſing forever, Worthy He, 
Who liyes and reigns Eternally ! 


B. 
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